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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
CORRESPONDENCE 

FOR ARMENIAN ORPHANS 

The Near-East Relief (i Madison Avenue, New York) 
asks us to print the following poem in behalf of thousands 
of unhappy waifs of war: 

ARMENIAN FIELDS 

Suffer little children to come unto me ... . 
O Christ, they come, 
Suffering nakedly, 
Starved and dumb. 

Feebly they crawl across the earth's green breast 

Seeking her grass, 

Till all is brown and bleak 

Where they pass. 

(Earth, kind Earth, must your breasts run dry? 

How can you bear 

To feel the mouths close-pressing 

In despair?) 

Of such is the kingdom of heaven .... 

And yet they lie 

Piled in the sterile fields, 

Glad to die, 

Glad to die. 

Louise Ayres Garnett 

THE LATER YEATS 

The following paragraph, apropos of A Prayer for my 
Daughter, is part of a letter from a distinguished poet : 

The new Yeats poem is a beauty! He is the one supreme artist 
writing in English today. I am always awed by the sharp per- 
fection and immediate honesty of every pown of his. This is 
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